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ominous red label. The telephone bell rang unceas-
ingly, and the routine offensive against the outsider
set in all along the line.

Rudolf Hilferding was not the sort of man who
could defend himself against this domestic conspiracy.
His entire record, his origin, his race, disposed him to
independence, to revolt, and to unquestioned leader-
ship. At first a doctor in Vienna, then a political
economist of extreme Socialistic leanings, a man of
original ideas, who had mastered his subject and
acquired that skill in dialectic that is so easily picked
up in Vienna, he came to Berlin to teach his com-
rades how revolutions are made. His real knowledge,
his natural intrepidity in calling existing institutions
to account, his mastery of journalistic form, and his
gift of eloquence soon brought him into the front
ranks of the Independents, and later of the United
Socialist Party. He was soon on the committee of the
party, and marked out for office. He wielded an
undisputed authority, which he owed partly to his
knowledge of the technical intricacies of finance and
currency questions, partly to his alertness, his wit, and
his aptitude in coining the bitter and unforgettable
phrase. His long unquestioned position of authority
had accustomed him to an all too easy accomplish-
ment of his purposes. The great social popularity
that he enjoyed in Berlin, where his brilliant intellect
found admirers in every drawing-room, became to
Rudolf Hilferding, whom nature had endowed with a
large capacity for enjoyment, a sort of spiritual Capua.

If the revolutionary had been faced with a real fight,
all his acquired softness and laziness would have
dropped from him, and he would have recaptured all